



7 Z _ The Firjl Tart 0 / Henry the Fourth . 



$0 many of his fhadowes thou haft mtfr, 

And not the very King. I haue two Boyfis v t 

Secke Pert^ and thy felfe about the Field: 

But feeing thou fall'll on me to luckily, 

I will aflay thee : fo defend thy felfe. 

Dm. I feare thou art another counterfeit: 

And yet infaith thou bear’ll thee like a King: 

But mine I am fure thou art,vvhoere thou be* 

And thus I win thee. They fight, the K.teingin danger, 

: - Enter Prince, 

Prin. Hold vp they head vile Scot,or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe: the^Spirics 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford,'Blunt, arc in my Armes; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifech, but he mcanes to pay. 

They Fight,‘Dowglasfiyetb. 
Cheerely My Lord: how fare's yourGracc ? 

Sir Nicholas Gam fey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath (ftlifton : Jle to Clifton ftraiglrt. 

King. Stay,and breath awhile. 

Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinion^ 

And iliew’d thou inak’ft fomc tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought co mee. 

Prin, O hcauen, they did me too'much iniury, 

That euer faid I hearkned to your death. 

Ifit were fo, I might haue let alone 
The infulting hand of Dowglas ouer you. 

Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poyfonousPotians in the world. 

And fau’d the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to (filtfton,Wt to Sir Nicholas Gaufey. Exit 
Enter Hotjpur. 

Hot, If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Prin, Thou fpeak’ft asifl would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harrie Percte. 

Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant rebel of that name. 
I am the Prince of Wales,and thinke not Percy ± 

To Chare with me in glory any more i 
Two Starres kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can One-England br-aokc a double reigne. 

Of Harry Percy pud thcPr-ince of Wales. 

Hot, Nor fhall it Horny, for the houre is come 
To end the one of vs; and would to hcauen, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as mine. 

Prin. lie make it greatsr^cre I part from thee. 

And all the budding Honors on thy Greff, 
lie cropycomake a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vanitics- Fight, 

' Enter Talfiaffe. 

Eat. Well faid Hal.ca it Hal. Nay you fliall finde no 
Boyes play beere,I can tell you. 

Enter Dowglas,he fights with Falftaffeyehofals down 
as ifihe weiv dead.The Prince kflleth Percte. 

Hot. Oh /-/rtfrj.tbouhaft rob’d me of my youth }h 
I better brooke die lofl'c of brittle life, ■ 

Then thole proud Titles thou haft worine of me. 

They wound-my thoghts worfe,then the fword my flefli-: 
But thought’s the flauc of Life,and Life.Timesfoolej 
And Time, that takes fufuey of all the world, 

Mtfflhauea flop. O, I could Prophcfic, 

But that the Eatth,and thecold Rand of death, 

Lyes oil tfoyTonguo fNo Percy, thou art duft 
And food tor. 

Pro** Wortnc*,btraue Acre;.Farewell great hearts 

111-weau’d Ambition, how much arc thou fhrunkc? 

When that-this bodic dtdconcaine afpitit. 
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A Kingdomc for it was too fmall a bound- 
But now two paces of the vileft Eartht 
Is roome enough. This Earth that bears* .s, - 

Bearcs not aliuefo flout a Gentleman, V ne ” Ca <l. 

If thou wer’tfenfible of curtefie, * 

I fliould not make fo great a ftiew ofZeale 
But let my fauour9 hide thy mangled face * 

And cuen in thy behalfe,Ile thanke my f e jf c 
Fordoing thefefayre Rites ofTenderneffe 
Adieu,and take thy praife with thee to heaiien 
Thy ignomy fleepc with thee in the graue 1 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. * 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all thi< fl n. 
Keepe in a little life^Poore Iacke,farewell: 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

O, I fliould haue a heauy miffe of thee 
If I were much in loue with Vanity. * 

Death hath not ftrucke fo fat a Deere to day 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray ; 
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then,in blood,by Noble Percte lyc, 
Fa/ftajfenfethvp. 

Fa/fi, Imbowell’d?lfthou imbowell mee to da >i 
giue you leauc to powder me,and eat me too to m2' 
Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagants 0 *' 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit?I anfnoc 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, fpr h«e is b ut T 

counterfeit of a man.who hath not the life of a man • g 

to counterfeit dying.whenaman therebyliucth istof 

no counterfeit, but the true and perfoa image of lift! 

deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion. i„,L 

which better parr, I haue faued my life. I am a ffrai<W 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How ifh« 
fhould counterfeit too, and rife? Iam afraid heewouk 
prouc the better countcrfeitnhercfore lie make him fure 
yea,and He fwearc I kill’d him. Why may not hcc rift* 
well as I: Nothing confutes me but eyes, and no-bodie 
fees me.Therefore firra,with a new wound in yourthigh 
come you along me. Takes fiotftxrre on bub/cl, 

Enter Prince and Iohn ofLar.cafter. 

Prin. Come Brother John, full brauely haft thoufldh 
thy Malden fword. 

Iohn. But foft,who haue wcheerc? 

Did you not tell me this Fat man was dead ? 

Frin. I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathleffe.and bleeding on the groundr'Art thoualiue? 
Or is it fantafic that playes vpon our eye-fight ? 

I prethee fpeake, we will not truft oureyes 
Without our tares. Thou art not what thou fcem’ft. 

Fal. No, that’s certaine: I am not a double man: bui 
if I be not Iacke Falftaffe, then am I a Iacke: There i»?ff- 
cy,ifyour Father will do me any Honor,fo:ifnot,lethim 
kill the next Percie himfelfe. I looke to becithcr JEarleoi 
Duke,I can alfureyou, 

Prin. Why ,Percy I kill’d my felfe, and faw thee dead, 
Fal. Did’ft thou? Lord,Lord, how the world is giuen 
to Lying? I grauntyou I was downc, and out ofBreatb, 
and fo was he, but we rofc both at an inftant,and fought 
a long houre by Shrewsbury clocltc If I may bee belt!- 
ued,fo :if not,let them that fliould reward Valour,beat* 
the finne vpon their owne heads. lie take’t on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh: if the man vverea* 
litte and would deny it, Iwould make him eate a p«« 
of my fword 1 . 

Iohn. This is the ftrangeft Tale that e’re 1 heard. 
Prin, This is the ftrangeft Fellow,Brother Iohn- 


The FirTPart of K i nz Henry the Fou rth. 


- N f bly on y°“ rb “ k ' ; 

Com cbrl f iValye may do thee grace, 

i F ° r ivlU*Kb thebappteft tearmesl haue. 

I n.*il a » ^ R et y ea t ts founded. 
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found Retreat,the day is ours: 
TbeT n/tbcf let's to the higheft of the field, 

C ° n ' ie B hat Friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt 

T °S t follow l|s Aiey fay: for Reward. Hee that re- 
heauenceWardbim. If 1 do grow great again, 
> For lie purge, and leaue Sackc, and hue 

ScanaQuarta. 


The Trumpets found, 
t ter the King, Prince ofiVa.'es, Lord /ohn of Lar.cafter, 
tn £ ar [ e ofitTeftmerland, with VPorcefter & 
Vernon Prifoners. 

Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke, 
ill fpirUed VVorceflcr.did wc not fond Grace, 

Pardon, and tearmes ofLoue to all of you i 
And would’ft thou turne our offers contrary ? 

Miiiife the tenor of thy ICinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flame to day, 

A Noble Earle,and many a creature clfc, 

Hadbeene aliue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou had’ft truly borne 
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. 
mr . What I haue done, my fafety vrg’d me toy 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, 

• Since not totoc auoyded, it fal* on mee. 

King. Beare Worccfter to death,and Vernon too: 
Other Offenders we will paufevpon, ■ 

Exit mrcefteTand Vernon. 

How goes the Field ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowglas , when hee faw 
The fortune ofthe day quite turn’d from him. 

The Noble Percy flaine,and allhis men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz d 
That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I befecch your Grace. 

1 may difpofeofhim. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother Iohn of Lancafter, 

To you this honourable bouncy fhall belong: 

Go to the Dowglas, and deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomleffe and free: 

His Valour fhewne vpon our Crefts to day. 

Hath taught vs how to chenfli fuch high deeds, 

Euen in the bofome ot our Aduerfaries. 

King. Then this remaines: that wc diuide our Power. 
You Sonne /of>«,atid my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fliall bend you,with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland.and the Prelate Screopc, 
Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes. 

My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 

To fioht with Glendower.tnA the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this Land fliall lofe his way. 

Meeting the Checke of fuch another day: 

And fince this Bufineffe fo faire is dene. 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 








































































































